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A Serial of Family Life

What Happened To Jane

By VIRGINIA TERHUNE VAN DE WATER.

She Realizes That All Is Over Between Her and Ruth.

{Capyright 1910, Bisr Company)

CHAPTER XLVIIL

OR twenty-four hours the senrs of

relief following upom her anxlety

about her father's mdhey affalrs
wan w9 greal that Jane did not worry
ax she would otherwise have done over
the enlsods of Buth's call and her own
filght from an isterview with her
friend

It was recallsd suddenly to her mind
tow days later when Augustuy drove
to the raflrond station in the viliage
for o express parcel he had ordered
sent out rom town  He suggested that
dane mcoompany Bhm — for his gaod
huma* with her still continied,

The afternoon train from Pattonville
waa in, and Jane saw Ruth Croadby on
the staton platforms. - Hhe hod Just
alighted from the train. As she gianoed
at (he Reaves equippage, Jatin waved
her hand to her. HBut Ruath 4id not
roturn the salute. Perhapa sha had not
seen wWhn was (n the carriage, Jane
thought

“Uh,” she srclalmed to her hWushand,
“thera's Ruth! Let's give her a It aw
far an her haome ™

Sern Her Mistake

For the woment she haped to maks
YHim forgot Lis interdict snd the painful
scens of & Yfew nights ugo. Bul she saw
Ler mistake lostantiy

T Ao nothing «f the Rind!™ Aungus-
tus replied karshiy. *T told you te
drop that girl"

Has drove over the tracks that Ruth

was now cromsing,. and, as the earriage
came shreast of the pedestrinn, Jane

leansd owut and bowed and smijed Thie
shn determined, even Augusius should
not prevent

Bul the young Fuos Inte which she
looked was sterc and cold. nnd the bow
ehe recaived was the siightest possible
nod of recognition. Jatne drew back
u“!f. Ahe had had & physical Bart
w AUEuUNIUL” she wventured timldly,

wauld you mind stopping at mothers
Just one minute? There's samething 1
wast to mee about. 1 won't keep yov
wl.nll.:inx — really I won'L"”

An we've got 1o go rig
il wiop this once,” Reeves wasentod,
grudingly. I should think that what
¥ou have to sy could wail though™

Hhe dld not replsy. Sha had carried
her polnt and weould not quarrel.

Her father was at the barn and
Augustus drove out there. while Jane
fan into the house. She found her
mother seated in the kitrhen, as upon
the occanlon of Jane's last call hers
AMre. Hardy louksd up sakerly.

“Oh, Jane," dhe guaverod, without any
prafiminary greeting. “have you suld
anything Lo Augustus sbout that nots?
Pa's awfully worried"

“I'va spoken about L™ Jane returned
hantily, kisslng hor. “He'll extend It
for three monthe. He's gone oot to the
barn to. mes futher now, se | supposs
he wili tell him about |t." as her mother
uttered an exclamation of pelinf. "so
T muss’t say another word on the aube
Ject. 1 just stopped in to ask rou if
you'va sean Ruth Croaby iately.”

“Yen" Mra. Hardy replied, “she was
here a couple of days ago. She nnked
me If 1 sxpoated you that afternaon ¥ou
camo over here, 1 told her no. but thal
I was glad (v hisve you vomes, and glad-

ht by there,

EL PASO HERALD

der wtill when you staved ta Bupper
She sald you must have «dma to gat
away from her, am you'd asMed her to
wuppar that might 1 told Ber she was
mistaken®

“Bat she wasn't,” Jane contradleted,
s denr —wringing hor hands—“what
a tangle this In'" Thew, noting the pee-
plaxity in her mother's faoe, xhe npolie
more calmly. “Ruth and ! have had »
misunderstnading. mother, aud It's bm-
poasibla to stralghiten —ao please don't
( Now I munt be ronning away, for
Augustus’ will be walting™

Mother Talks te Jane.

=it Janle™ her mother detaited her,
explatn  yoursell, child!  You Fforgos
that Ruth was going to your house,
ddan’t yon® 1 gmpean 1t sitpped sour
wind: or you had ssked her for some

other thmae, hadn't you™
“No, 1 had nol!" the girl declared,
fesporateiy “N oot tell any more

fiem abott it T knew ahe was coming,
80 | came over here™

"T'm surprised a1t you Jane,” her
mother excialmdd, repronchlully

Jane waited to hear no more. Her
father wits still out at the barn, so
ghe was spared the necemdltly of spuech

with him. Stenlly she climbed into the
back meat of Lhe carriage,

Reeves wus turning into his bwn
gate whon at last he spoke, Hin fuce
was clouded and Kis volee rough.

“Well” he sakd, “If 1 hadn't known
befors that T was right In keeping you
awny from outsiders I'd know It now.
When wo started oubt you were pleass
ant and agreenble. Then you saw that
fool Croiby girl and wers ugly and
aullen becanse § wouldn't take her inte
my earringe. Then you stopped #t your
mother's snd you've been gium ever
sinee. After this 1 guess you stay st
liome for a change

“By the way, | told your father I'ad
ive kim three montha to pay that note;
»o, an they*'ve gol whal they wantl, yvour

opls won't mind your not golng tlere
for one while. They've used you good
and plety, now T gueas they can sparn
vou for somé time. Whether thoy ean
or not they'll hasa to. For, afler all,
1'n the one that has ths say so about
you—and § mean to Nhvs 1117

(To he Continued.)

A Serial of Everyday Affairs

Tllel.l' M&l‘l‘iﬁd I_ife

In More Senses Than One Helen Puts Herself In'to
Mrs. Thurston's Shoes.

Y TE raining™ and MHelon, with »
I Mttle exclamntion, looked out of
M Thureton's window (o pes
the rain whirlag against the window
Ppann, .
“Anfl rainitng hard™ wald Mra, Thurs- i
ton, goltg over to the window. Wkr-
Tan followed her, not In ths best of
teraper, for they were a good way from
home
“T'H eall a taxl™ sald Mr. Thurslon,
Bving to the teleplione, i
Holan and Warren had bheen playing
cards with the Thursiona. They had
stayedl quite = while After the usual
gume, lngerihg over thalr sandwiches, !
and now It wae rather late 9 gat II
tax) In much An out of the way neigh-
borhood.

Irulnel.l It they were wel

L]

“Do you think you'll he abis to get
one™ mald Helen, anxiously. She had
ot uil her pretly spring thinga nnd a
palr of gray suado shoes that would be

“1 don't know,” maid Mr. Thurston,
dubleusly, “I'm afrsld not Haelln,
hellp, is that you, Jimmy ™ to the hali
bhoy, “Beo If you can get n taxi, wiil
you™ Mr. Thurston, yes”

They all waited anxjiously for the
call.  Finally the telephone rang and
Mr. Thurston answered It agsin No
thare Ware no taxis

“That's & shnme,”™ wald Mra. Thurstion,
sympathetionily. “Weill, Helen, T'll fiz
you up. You ean take n coat of mine—
one that I never wear. Oh, bu! you
must, my denr. You'd just ruln that
sult if you didn'L"

Helen foliowed Mra. Thursian and
allowed her to wrap & ooatl about her.

FILL OUT WITH A PENCIL

Can you finish this picture?

Commplele the ploture by drawlug a line
take them

through the dodx. Tegin st Xeo, 1 apd
~merically

“I- wonder if [ might borrow a pale
of rubberw™ Helen wmsaid finaily. 1
care more for my ahoes than I do for
anyth alse™

*yl é:fon'l s palr of rubbers to my
npame, but I ¢an lend you a pair of
shoer. Here, get_vour shoes off and
put on these™ Producing a pair of
good-looking tan =hoes from a craionne
sh hox.

I conidn't wear those” Tielan
prolest

“But you must. You won't hurt them,
at jenst pot a8 mueh as you would the
shoes you have on”™

In Mra. Thurston's Shoen.

Helen demurred. but finally let Mrs
fHurston persunde her to wear the tan
boots Her own shoes she carried in n
paper parcel In her arm.

“It's just a shaims to have 1o horrow
fram you llke thie™ whe sald as they
went back to the living room,

"Nonaense, you'd Jo the same for me,
I'm wure.” said Mra Thurston, beightlys,
Helen supposed =she would, but ever
since the troubls ahoot the vell pin
long ago, whan Mra Thurston had been
no disagreeabla about 1t and had fe-
cuned her of borrowing, she had boen
chary of aceepting favore

It had been a Jong time Befors she
und Warren had been on speakiing rerms
with tha Thurstone after Heien had
Fouttd the missin
ity owneor.. The
finanelal reverses that had left (he
hitherto haughty Mra. Thuraton soms-

|

pin and taken It o |
urstons had met with | Warren

i

THE DAYS OF REAL SPORT
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whit chastened. and finally the old re-
Iat witlp had Leen resgmed. Warrsn
genuinely likked Mr. Thurston, but al-
thoukh Helen liked Mrw, Thurston, sha
wis not guite certaln of har friendship,
alwaym a little bit afrald to trust her
fufly.

"1 home you don't get too wat™ called
Mre Thurstun from the door as they
toak the elevator

Helen serretly boped that she would
not hurt Mra Thurston's ahoes, byt
whett they renched the outer door and
saw the raineweptl street she looked at
Warren in dismay.

"D yeu think I oyght to venturs out
If thise shoss of Mrs. Thurston's™ sha
queltioned timidly. She bated to sk
atly question at the present
ml“:' fte wan In too bad a témper him-
welf,

Bedtime Story For the Little Ones

“Uncle Wiggily and the Second Kittje®
BY WOWARD W GARIS.

(17 ELI. where are wyou poing

now, Uncle Wiggily," ankod

Nurse Jane Fussy Wussy,
the muskrat lady housskeepor, of the
rabibit gentleman, one Azy ns nhe saw
him starting out of his hollow stump
bungnicw, after he had found the fiest
of the little kittens who hsd aoiled thelr
mittens.

"I am golng to look for the sarond
little lost kitten” replied the bunny
uncis, “theugh whers ahe muy be |
don't know, Her nimie 0 Miuseo."”

“Why, It's almost like mine, fen't 1t
anked Nurme Jane Fursy Wissy,

“A littie ke 1" said Uncle Wiggily.
“Poor little Muxza. She and the othar
two kiltena ran off wufter thewy had
suiled thelr mittens, eating cherry plo
when their mother, Mre IPurr, was not
at home.™

“It In wery good of you to go look-
ing for them."” sald Nurne Jane.

"On, 1 just love to do things ke
lin}l.“ npoke  the rabhit gentleman.
"Well, good-by. I'll pee if T can't find

the second kitten now.”

Away mtarted the rabbit gentleman,
over the finlds and throuch the woods,
looking on all sides for the sscond Inat
kitten, whose name wan Muzzo,

“Where are you, kittie™ ealled Unocle
Wiggily. *Where are you, Muezo® Come
to me! Never mind If your mittens are
solled by cherry ple juice. I'T1 find a
way to eloan them™

But no Muzzo answaered. Unols Wig-
gily Tooked everywhere, under bhushos
and In the tres topm, for somelimes
Ritty cats ¢limb trees, you kuew: but

po Muazzo oould he find. Then Uncle
Wiggily walked m littie farther, and
he vaw Willle Wagtall, the goat boy,

butting his head in a snow bank.

“What are you golng, Hitliet™ paked
the rahbit 1tieman,

“Oh, lust having some fun” snewersd
Billie, standing 4p on his hind legs

"You hnven't ssen a littie lost kitten,
with cherry ple julce on her new mit-
l-lfn-. have you™ ssked the rabbit gen-
t+mnan.

“Noo T am sorey to say I have not’”

satl Bllle, politely, “Did you losa one™
2 . #lie lost herself.” sald Uncle
Wiggily, and ha told about Musgo.

“I'll hélp you look for hor.” offered
the gout bay, so he and Upele Wigrily
started off together to try 1o find poor
lttie loat Muzzo, nnd bhring her home
to her mother, Mra. Pure.

Pretty msoon, am the rabbit gentle-
man and the goat boy wers walking
along they heard & Mitle mewing cey
behind a pile of anow, and Uncle Wig-
el mald:

“That sounis 1ike Murzo now ™

“Perhaps It a4 Let's look,”
Billisa WagtailL

Fe and the bunny uncle Jooked over
the pile of anow, and there, surelv
encigh, fhay saw a Mttle white puesy
ent sliting an A Atons, looking At her
mittems, which wers all covered with
red mle fulee,

“Oh, dear” the little punsy wan asy«
Ing. "I don't kmow how (o get them
clepn! What shall 1 doT I ean't go
homs with my mittens all solled, or my
mamima will whip me”

OF courae, Mrx, Pure, the eat lady,
would not do anything like that but
Muzzo thought she wonld,

“What are you trying to do to clesn
your mittens, Muzsol™ aaked Uncla
Wikxily.

“i, how you wsurprised me!" ex-
clalmed the wecond 1ittle  lost kitten.
*1 dil nol know you wors here™

“Bllle Waretall and 1 _came te look
for yon," mald Uncle Wiggily, "But
what about your mittens™

"0 I have bheen dipping them in
mnw, trying o «<lean them ™ mald
Muzze, “Ooly the ple julce will mot
tome onut™

UL oourse nol.” spoke Unels Wig-
eily. with a lsugh, "It needs hot soap-
sads nnd water to clean them. You
coms bome to my bungalow and wa
will got some™

“Oh, 1T am so oold and tired T can't
Eo another ntep,” wald the second littln
kitien, who had run Sway from hame
after alia goiled her mittens T Just
ean't”

“Well. then, T don't know how you

wnid
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didn't

“You knew it was rrining,
Foul™ he sald crommly. \d
“Ye=: hut | (o hate to spoll those

gray abnos, dexr.”

"1 really don't sae mnch difference
an to whether you spoll yours or Mra,
Thurston's, Bither way you'll have
1o buy & sew palr™

Thut wan a perfectly good Argument,

uniess;, an Helan hoped, Mre. Thurston's 1
ahoes might weathar the rain,  Ehs and
‘Warren made a bold rush and deshed |
out in the downposr. They had thres
blocks to walk bafore thoay could reach

» surfpoe car, and they ftore alons
Warred almost dragzing flulon,
The wind Llew terribly and thront-

ened to turn thelr ambreells Ingids oul
Meveral times, but they fimilly reached] i
the car lihe and at iast  serambied
aboaril, wel and uncamforiable, 1
They Reuch Home. |

The ride home wan unpleasant. Wnor-
renn, wan allent, anidl Helen, stealing a |
ginnce down at the ahoes on har Ient,
found them sosked, She dreaded gpiviog |
them back to Mra. Thurston ruined, nod |
yet she hated 1o spanid seven or elght
dollurs for a new pair. As Warresn
had said, sho might Sust ms =ell have

worns her own and given harseil the
banefit of & new Invesiment
When they peached homs she el

ready Lo drop,

“Don't you want soniething hot fe

drink. dear - o
appenss W

viehy
to bed”

have fhem mhined and send Mary up

slis queried, anxious to g
with them after lunch. Thi serialn-

drren’s unruly temper,

“tm going to get soma bear. Don't | )y might have been & groat deal worss,
¢our wank some, toa™ anfdl at Tenst her own .l% shoes were

“No. 1 don't helleve T Ao, but T'm | safe—Copyright, ulr nternational
| going to heat somo milk and put some | News Barvice,

n I, and then I'm going stralght
had quite = merry thme of 1L ODDS m m
an imprompiu lunch on n

Thes

pitending

corner of the dining room table, and Sir Etrest Shackleton, the famous ex-
divest 1},«_-{ ouler arments ths plorer. han been Wl?fk!nl tfor his liv-
4 of 1he cofy Yoom Was BOON | ine wincs he was 15 years of age

hald removed the
treen into tham, - 1
| pressntable the next morning she wouid

them feel quite natural. Helen
shoss and bad put

An ave af 109 letters patamt to
If 1hey laoked nt all oA odiir i L.

American inventors are I[ssued every
day by the United Siates patent offics

W. A Harriman, son of the lata H. H.
Havriman, and helr to hin grest for-
tuna, (s o rowing enthuslyst

Chauncey M D‘g"' who recentlr
eslebrated his 824 birthday, claim that
hard work s the hest receipt for
ongerity.

King Genrge of Engiand, has pri-

*‘s- m w““ W @w mented 1o the Capudlan govearnment for
¥ L e TR T i hor-

m m;mm wﬁ y Ir'-lr.'ur-:fﬂr! I.I.|‘::d,lr:: .".?":'Fl'n :*- s thor
‘sm sm Thitpnae B wu.—T who now draws
w w NS m m a salary of $1315.000 o yoar as presidant

uf & larges western packing company,
bogan lis eareer aw B office boy,

ANOTHER ATTRACTIVE HOME

Are golng to gel vour mittens wanhed,
out here in the cold and stow,” sald the
rabbit gentlemun,

"Ha! T knuhw a way™
Wagtafl, the goat boy.

“How?" aaked Unele Wiggily:

“I'll get an emply tomats exn,” spole
Billie. T know where there In one, for
1 was edling the paper off It 10 gel
the paste, Just hefors vou camno nlong.’

Goals llke Lo ext puper off tomulo
cana, you know, becuuse ths ;:npnr i
Fiuck on with sweetl paste, grd thut Is
an good te goat children as candy in to

wald Billle

yon,

“I'l go ket the tomato can” aald
Billle, “and you cap maks a fire, Tpcle
Wiggily."

“and then what®™ asied the rahbit

gentleman

“Then we will melt some snow, and
maka some Lot water.”™ went ay Billje
“1 have n raky of soap In my pocikel,
that T just bought at the mtors for my
maother.

“With the hot water in the ean and
the ponp, we oat mako & suds, nnd wash
Mubso's mittens oot hete as wéll am bl

your hungaiow.*
"S0 we ean, HINa!™ eria] the buye
ncle. *You go pet the empty Foumnin

tin and I'Ml make the Tire. Vou teedn't
vy 10 wash yoir aoiied mittens (n the
EHOW any more, Musxo,” ho aaid to the
second lost Kittfe. “We will Jo It for
vou, In soupy water, which Is batier'

Boon Uncle Wiggily made a fire Back
came Blllle Wagtul with the tomalos
cat. Some mnow was pul in kt, and 0
was gttt avef the bioze, Soon the ENOW
melied and then when the waler wns
hot Uncle Wiggily made a soapy suds
as Nurse June had done

"Now I cnii wash my mittens™ eried
Musgst, und she ik And m they
waore nlea and elean ahe weont home
with them, and oh! how gind her moth-
er was 1o see her!

"Never run awhy nealt, RMugyo,” sald
the cat lady

“1 won't," promised the kitten “But

where i Wuzzo ™

Hhae (s still loal” sald Mre Pure

"But 1 will go rind her, Loo,” suld
Cacte Wigglly, And 7 the apple ple
dossn't g0 out snoaw balling with the
piees of cheese, nwil forgst o Pome
back o dinner, 'l t«ll you more aboul
Unele Wigaily.—Copyright, 1918, by Mo~
Clure Newspaper Syndicate.
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Hi= cottage is of brick und pebble dush eomstruction, giving a yery plel!hlg

T effect. Usi the firsd floor are liviog gvom. library, dining reom, Kitchen

nd pentry, all grod sized roomm widh plenty of light and ventilstion.

The secotil story has thres bed rooms, containing closets, and bath room which
adjoine a spacious linen closat,




